dine at Baron Okuro's Tokio house—he had a number of houses scattered
around the Empire. As expected, the dining room was so cold that I
couldn't eat—pretending to eat only and for some nineteen courses.
After dinner the Baron led the way below to the 'Korean room', as it was
called. This room was about eleven by fifteen, ceiling seven feet, I should
say. A red-felt drugget covered the floor mats. The walls were severely
plain, a soft pale yellow in colour. We knelt there for conversation and
Turkish coffee.
The climate seemed to have changed. No, it wasn't the coffee; it was
Spring. We were soon warm and happy again—kneeling there on the
floor, an indescribable warmth. No heating was visible nor was it felt
directly as such. It was really a matter not of heating at all but an affair
of climate.
The Harvard graduate who interpreted for the Baron explained: the
Korean room meant a room heated under the floor. The heat of a fire
outside at one corner of the floor drawn back and forth underneath the
floor in and between tile ducts, the floor forming the top of the flues (or
ducts) made by the partitions, the smoke and heat going up and out of
a tall chimney at the corner opposite the corner where the fire was
burning.
The indescribable comfort of being warmed from below was a discovery.
I immediately arranged for electric heating elements beneath the
bathrooms in the Imperial Hotel—dropping the ceiling of the bathrooms
to create a space beneath each in which to generate the heat. The tile floor
and built-in tile baths were thus always warm. It was pleasant to go in
one's bare feet into the bath. This experiment was a success. All ugly
electric heat fixtures (dangerous too in a bathroom) were eliminated. I've
always hated fixtures—radiators especially. Here was the complete oppor-
tunity to digest all that paraphernalia in the building—creating not a
heated interior but creating climate—healthful, dustless, serene. And
also, the presence of heat thus integral and beneath makes lower tem-
peratures desirable. Sixty-five degrees seems for normal human heings
sufficient. But neighbours coming in from super-heated houses would feel
the cold at first. It is true that a natural climate is generated instead of an
artificial forced condition—the natural condition much more healthful, as
a matter of course.
I determined to try it out at home at the first opportunity. That oppor-
tunity seemed to be the Nakoma Country Club but that Indianesque
affair stayed in the form of a beautiful plan.
Then came the Johnson Administration Building. Just the thing for
that and we proceeded with the installation, but all the professional heat-
ing contractors except one (Westerlin and Campbell) scoffed, refusing to
have anything to do with the idea. But as chance had it, the little Jacobs
House turned up meantime and was completed before that greater ven-
ture got into operation,
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